CHAPTER VII
CONTRASTS
THE land beyond the coppice at Lippinghall was a ten-
acre bit of poor grass, chalk and gravel, fenced round,
to show that it was property. Except for one experiment
with goats, abandoned because nobody would drink their
milk in a country that did not demean itself by growing
food, nothing had been done with it. By December this
poor relation of Sir Lawrence Mont's estate was being
actively exploited. Close to the coppice the hut had been
erected, and at least an acre converted into a sea of mud.
The coppice itself presented an incised and draggled
appearance, owing to the ravages of Henry Boddick and
another man, who had cut and stacked a quantity of
timber, which a contractor was gradually rejecting for
the fowl-house and granary. The incubator-house was at
present in the nature of a prophecy. Progress, in fact,
was somewhat slow, but it was hoped that fowls might
be asked to begin their operations soon after the New
Year, In the meantime Michael had decided that the
colony had better get the worst over and go into residence.
Scraping the Manor House for furniture, and sending in
a store of groceries, oil-lamps, and soap, he installed
Boddick on the left, earmarked the centre for the Bergfelds,
and the right hand for Swain. He was present when
the Manor car brought them from the station. The murky
day was turning cold, the trees dripped, the car-wheels
splashed up the surface water. From the doorway of